Through it all, Charles retained his kindly wit. He tried
to jest with those about him, while the doctors wracked
their brains for more remedies. They had nearly exhausted
their repertory on the first day. Tuesday and Wednesday
all they could think of was to bleed the patient again and
give him a soothing drink composed of black cherry water,
flowers of lime, lilies of the valley, peonies, spirit of
lavender, pearls and white sugar candy. But Wednesday
evening the convulsions returned, and as a last resort they
administered spirit of human skulL

Even that was unavailing, Thursday morning all hope
save of heavenly intervention was abandoned. Through-
out the day vast crowds of obviously worried citizens
gathered in the churches to pray for a miracle. In the
principal houses of God chaplains relieved each other every
fifteen minutes. And in the royal bedroom bishops were
urging the King to take the last consolation the Church
of which he was the head could offer him, but he put them
off, saying there was plenty of time to think of that* The
apartment was full of anxious noblemen waiting for the
end, and James was almost always at his brother's bedside.
Everyone was thinking of what might happen when their
master was dead and a Catholic would claim his throne.

** I am sorry, gentlemen, to be such an unconscionable
time a-dying," Charles murmured as he looked up at their
woeful faces.

Queen Catherine had come to take her farewell, but the
painful agonies of the husband she had loved so well and
of whose kindness she was never weary of writing, over-
whelmed her with such grief that she had to be carried to
her own room. Here, weeping and distracted, she sent one
of her attendants to entreat his Majesty to forgive her for
any faults she may have committed towards him. In his
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